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On the Tenth o Of zun. DOC 
I G THE. = 


ce of A L E S; 


At which Time 1 I pily Corey -"j 
5 Thirteenth Yer of. His Age. 


+ IS 4 4 
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HE Lord of Li gt, and Charioer of Da Wha E FO 
Whoſe Brows t 8 Beams diſſ Day ro red Pledges of the Royal Bed : 


Head, 


Head which from the firſt Great Fiat — 7 | Thoſe Princely Charms, in an auſpicious Morn, 
_ Fee the Empyrean Circle round, The Pallas to the young born. Arts, 
On nes great Tenth, the 2 Oh Darling PRINCE! betimes thou learn ſt the 
Whaps his hot Stecds up to their higheſt Sphere. To charm Allegiance, and to conquer Hearts; 
At this full Height his radiant Eye look d down, ' Lawrels alread thy young Brows 


To ſee the New-born HEIR of Britain's Crown. 
If th Heav'aly Aipeds, in a A Ar 

Oer their own Heav us Vicegerent Veins have Pow- Ir; 

This View of thy Aſcendant Skies we take, 

Muſt of thy — young PRINCE, no mean Preſa 
eee already fee thy Stars diſps 
Their whole endebted, kindeſt Influence. 
Already all that our pleas'd Senſes charms, 
Young WALES the whole Heroick Genius warms. 
Beſides the Sweets which his fair Mind compoſe, 
See in his Form the lovelieſt Britiſp Roſe. 

All of a Piece, ſtampt in one Mould divine: 

Tis juſt the Graces ſhould the Virtues join. But where's thy Lee Star's — smile, 
9 and Wit ſhould from one Source diſplaß: When ſuch young Hope's a twelve long Nee Exile ? 
The Poets make one God of Wit and Day. When, oh hard Fate! to thoſe young Sufferings born, 


Behold him too in his yet happier Pride Thy FATHE ja Evening Cloud o'er thy 
Bleſt with aLovely SISTER my 2 Top 1 


: 


The Earneſt of a Soul for — born. 

To wait for full: grown Man thy Youth diſdains; 

Feels the whole — HERO in thy Veins. 

gt Arm eng WALES, are thy aſe rhe Boy 
ot hu e Gewgaws round to e Ys 

— * Rittte 331 a Cradle * 

| Her tr true firſt Flight thy ſallying Glory takes : 

Not the cruſht Throats of young: Alcides EI 

The foaming Boar thy Infant Conqueſt 

With that bold Arm the £ 2 

La Noble Chace the Britiſh Lyon ruſhr, 6 

Not with a flying Hare, bur brindled — fluſht. 


* 


What Foyl thy Shades to ſuch bright Luſtre bring 


Whilſt the Ingrateful Storm from Albion blown, Tho Providence does not ſo early vie: 


Has ſhook, young WALES; thy Cradle with his Retarded Glory does not make it leſs. 
3 [Throne. What tho' the great Imperial CHARLES, 


© Betwixeewo Mourning PARENTS, nurſt with all (The STEUARTS born for Wrongs !) his Por 
he Tears from his Maternal Fountains fall, (hor : 
— When Britain's d Eyes revok d the Doom, 


air Pierys iĩnexhatiſted Streams of Love; 
And bluſhing call'd the Royal Wand'rer Home. 


Is W ALES a Darling of the Pow'rs above? 
Yes, Heav'ns beſt Darling ſtill. What tho” the a 4 unclouding of his long benighted Ray, 


_—_ 


Black Tempeſts of Revolting doms rowl: _. Gave the Great Exile a more glorious Day. 
When ſtaggering Duty gives the fatal Shock, 9 equally next Branch of Britains Crown, 
And Crowns and Scepters ſplit upon that Rock: te Sharer of his Fate, ſhare his Renown. 


Great FAMES (in the black Storms devouring Grave, Tho” Darkneſs to be felt, Egyptian Shade, 
Thr anſbipwracke Conſcience all Thou Cit NN titude was ne er Immortal made. _ 
ritannia her old Senſe once more may pray! 


Co much the Confeſſor ont-ſhines the _ GH and E again eturn; | 
And whillt thy Eyes behold the Godlike | - ow long wand'ri ñ frſt r \ 4 
Ev'n in thy Miſeries, thy ſmiling Joy, then the — © 0 — Native Lord. 
What is't Thou can ſt not hope — ſuch an HEIR! 

What tho? at once the Little and the Great, 


So high its Head th' exalted Branch muſt bear, 
vn whole divided Senate's tug and ſweat ; 


From ſuch a mourning Stock, and watry Root. | 
Oh Virtue, Virtue! where thy Cyons ſhoot, Whilſt fluctuating Counſels ebb and flow, 
t. 7 where the Lawrel to beſtow ; 


iſe thy lovely Frui 


of his Brow, | ae loſt Britamia's with her Self at j F A 
as well as Thoof * what Hand ſhall drive the Nor c. 1 
from ſuch à Birth, : ed and Toy ld to fill her Neſt Dixi 
LL, 80 HH Harveſt ſuch growing Worth, "By calling half-born Eaglets from the Rhine: _ 
Judicious World fo fair appears, Step forth young Albion's Hope, and with a Smile, 
Ow Unthinking only doubt, and Fools have Fears 5 DP Thou the warring Elements reconcile : 
How ſhall th* unjealous Albion one Day own; reat as the Voice at Infant Natures Birth, 
The Bl which that HEAD ſhall lend a Throne? ber from dark Chaos call'd bright Order forth: 
2 whilſt we ſee in Empires 8 \ 8 Diſcord and Os 5 ceaſe: 
in 4 e up ve Palm, Albion Peace, 
y Waters move; 9 Se II 1 


7 4 


ad no returning Dove 7 


| No nao a ney 
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Ob! that we f 
The Ser Hiirs once tore in lang Ge * ine 
That Sight, I. 1 
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